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1 Venetia, you know how I have doted upon you; you know how I have watched, and tended you from your infancy. Have I had a thought, a wish, a hope, a plan ? lias there been the sligtest action of iny life, of which you have not been the object ? All mothers feel, but none ever felt like me ; you were my solitary joy/
Venetia leant her face upon the table at which she was sitting and sobbed aloud.
4 My love was baffled,' Lady Annabel continued. 4 I fled, for-both our sakes, from, the world in which my family were honoured ; I sacrificed without a sigh, in the very prime of my youth, every pursuit which interests woman ; but I had my child, I had my child !'
1 And you have her still!' exclaimed the miserable Venetia. ' Mother, you have her still I'
4 I have schooled my mind/ continued Lady Annabel, still pacing the room with agitated steps; 4 I have disciplined my emotions ; I have felt at my heart the constant the undying pang, and yet I have smiled, that you might be happy. But I can struggle against my fate no longer. No longer can I suffer my unparalleled, yes, my unjust doom. What have I done to merit these afflictions ? Now, then, let me struggle no more ; let me die !'
Venetia tried to rise; her limbs refused their office; she tottered; she fell again into her seat with an hysteric cry.
4 Alas ! alas !' exclaimed Lady Annabel, ' to a mother, a child is everything ; but to a child, a parent is only a link in the chain of her existence. It was weakness, it was folly, it was madness to stake everything on a resource which must fail me. I feel it now, but I feel it too late.7
Venetia held forth her arms; she could not speak ; she was stifled with her emotion.
4 But was it wonderful that I was so weak ?' continued her mother, as it were communing only with herself. ' What child was like mine ? Oh! the joy, the bliss, the hours of rapture that I have passed, in gazing upon my treasure, and dreaming of all her beauty and her rare qualities t I was